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Tagged 


Author's Notes: 
Since reading The Death Archives, l've grown so fond of these two-individually and together-that | developed 
several story ideas around this very special bond. Big thanks to Lydia who also saw their potential-this is for 


you. 


"They've removed our tag! Fuckers." 


Øystein barges into the room and stops, sulking. The sun creeps in through the cracks of the old hen house 
and divides him into parts of darkness, parts of light. | watch as dust floats around the halos he's covered in, 
circling in the air as if he was Saturn amidst his moons. 


"Easy, Øystein. It was bound to happen. What did you expect?" 
He's so easily upset, though | will never understand why. But when it doesn't annoy me, it's amusing. Every 


bloody dunce in Ski could have seen it coming that eventually, the staff of Langhus Station will paint over the 
scribblings of the local youth - every dunce except for Øystein. 


To appease him, | offer him the bottle of Coke | got on my way when buying cigarettes. He takes it without a 
word, but | can see he's conciliated Absent-mindedly, Øystein rubs a bead of water from the glass and waits 
for me to fish the cigs out of my pocket. 


He cracks the bottle open the second | light my fag, and we indulge our addictions simultaneously. A long, slow 
drag and next to it a tiny sip, both not followed by a refreshed "Aaahhh", because we hate people who do that. 
Jon uses to tick us off like that regularly. 


We also enjoy with our eyes open, staring into the distance. It's only after the second drag or sip that we 


glance at each other, and | see mischief in the way the corners of Dystein's eyes crinkle. 
“Tonight at the station. We're not gonna fake it" He winks at the English part. 
Huh, | thought Twisted Sister was beneath him. 


* * 
A meandering flashlight spot moves closer and signals my accomplice's arrival. 


Clad in black, Øystein stalks through the starry night towards me, who is already waiting with the spray can. | 
abstained from wearing my trademark jacket with the band patches in favour of anonymity, and notice he 
hasn't. Ere he's close enough to see it, | roll my eyes. idiot. 


With cold fingers, he takes the can from my hands and gives it a good shake that looks like a quick jerk-off 
motion. | suppress a lewd comment, as | am alarmed enough by the rattling of the can My glances dart from 
one side to the other, as does the cone of light that's supposed to shine for Øystein, but | can't make out any 


movement in the dark. 


"Relax, Jørn," Øystein says, not even bothering to whisper, while keeping his eyes on the wall where he's 
renewing our tag. Gigantic black Ms grow on the painted wooden battens, the lines elongated downwards, where 
they transform into crosses turned upside down. Above it the scribblings of "Nightshift Discoshow" and 
"FO.AD", the same as on my bass guitar case - l'm talking about the latter, of course. Below it the bench 
where we took photos of ourselves looking unemployed, homeless, wasted and absolutely depressed. | can't say | 


haven't enjoyed my youth. 


"We've got a PO box just across the tracks on this name." He taps against the wall, just underneath the drying 
tag. "We're here almost every day and our rehearsal room is just down the road. They'll know it was us 


anyway. So there's no need for you to roll your eyes at my choice of clothing.’ 


Protest can't pass my lips, so quick Øystein is to add, "| felt them roll when | arrived! You're always rolling 
your eyes when you think I've done something stupid” 


"So you were aware it was stupid?" 
"As | said, there's nothing to worry about. What's wrong with you, Jørn? Why are you so fucking jumpy?" 


| keep my mouth shut, as | don't know any answer to that, nor the reason why the glance Øystein shoots me 
is so awkward, like secretly suspicious He's right though, usually | couldn't care less even if we were caught, so 


| can't explain the nerves. 


The gentle shhh of a cold breeze resounds in my ears. | feel it on my face and neck, hair curling everywhere, 
as Øystein takes a few steps back to examine his work. Heels almost touching the brink of the platform, my 
hand already extended to keep him from falling. But he senses the line and doesn't cross it. 


His dark hair is blown back over his shoulders dramatically, making him look like a pale Indian warrior. A very 
pale one. Too pale to explain why it's always him | imagine when reading scenes with Indians in Morgan Kane, 


which Øystein ridicules as pulp fiction Must be the black dye. 


The wind keeps us company on our way back Sometimes, when Øystein is slightly ahead of me, | can see the 
patches on his jacket, my home-made Welcome To Hell sticking out. Its at the bottom centre. Everyone knows 
you put your favourite patch there, so it won't be hidden by long hair and is always the most prominent. But 
Øystein rarely does things like everybody else. He could have put it there without such thought. 


| pull out a cigarette as we near his home, and drop my lighter in the process. Øystein picks it up and brings 
the flame to the fag that's already clamped between my lips. "Come on baby, light my fire," | chirp, cig between 
teeth. He snorts. | laugh. The neon sparks glow briefly, Saturn surrounded by the twinkling stars again. As he 
retreats inside, dark space closes in on me, and | raise the flashlight to walk the remaining distance to my 


house. 
Our tag is left alone this time. | guess they gave up on fighting back. Dystein grins everytime we pass it. 


"Welcome to Mayhem country." 


